
The Beast 666 and the Art of War  
By George and Gracie. 
Pause:  
Gracie: George, how is your essay coming along?  
George: Here, let me read it for you, tell me what you think, ready? 
Gracie: Read on George:  

George: The Beast 666 and the Art of War 
I am the Beast 666. Take a look around the world, everywhere you look is 

evil. Man is evil, there is no clean place in the world today. Who knows the Art 
of War, if not Satan himself? Who seems to be winning the war for the soul of 
man? Do you imagine that it is Satan, me, the Beast 666? If so, how is it that 
the only one who was given the key to loosen the seals of the Bible, the Law 
and Prophets, is me? Why would God hand over that key to Satan, to Me? 
Search the scripture, am I not written of? Was I not also given the key to life 
and death? Then who does God trust, you or me?  

If you have viewed my work, you know that I am the Beast 666 and you 
know that I am here to teach man the Art of War. I have shown, in my work, 
what my name means, everybody who is aware of anything at all, at least 
knows their own name. As is written in the Bible, no man shall be able to 
reveal my name except me, and me alone. What God has decreed, that is what 
will be done. No man would or even could reveal my name except me. I am here 
now to build my army. Do you imagine that I am here to build that army with 
those who do not know their left foot from their right? Do you believe my army 
is built of fools? Who do you think the Elect are? They are not fools, they are 
the remnant of what is left on the earth who will not abandon their God, Truth. 

So, let us examine what is a name and why names are my weapon. What is 
the only power a mind has, that power which discerns between a fool and those 
who will not abandon Truth?  

Let me ask a question, is it possible that the Art of Names, the Art of Words 
can even possibly be different from the Art of War? Is it even remotely possible 
for the two to differ in any respect at all? Is it even possible that your behavior 
is somehow different from your behavior?  

Are you only responsible for part of your behavior? Or are you in fact 
responsible for all of your behavior?  

What is the only power a mind has, and what does that have to do with 
names? What does the Art of Names, literacy, have to do with the Art of War? If 
a mind is only capable of one and only one behavior, then that behavior has 
one and only one name, God. My power has always come from God, the Art of 
Names, the Art of War, the Art of Prophecy, the Art of Judgment. Do you 
imagine that it is even possible that any of these differ from the other?  

Who claimed to love the word of God, and yet are even today illiterate? Who 
is it that does not know what a word is, why it is, or how it is used to do the 



work of a righteous man? It is not you. The Key to Hell is exactly the same as 
the Key to Heaven. Did you imagine that a key to life and death could possibly 
be, different from itself? There is but one key, a key which every man turns for 
themselves. You choose your own fate. You choose to learn every aspect of 
what a word is and what power it can and cannot possibly have. You. 

So, yes, I am Satan, the Beast 666, and I am here to do as was written of 
me, introduce man to a pure language, simply grammar lessons. Man was 
shown, by the very Bible itself, the Art of War is only won by the Truth which 
resides in a mind, the very grammar that mind uses to think. A book, the 
Bible, itself, is written to teach Judgment, and must, every word, be itself 
judged which means, the Art of Names, the Art of Prophecy. Who is the Book 
written to teach? You or me? I know my name and if I know my name, whose 
name do you think it is written to teach? Made in Hell, or made by God? Who 
has to walk out of hell instead of dumpster diving their whole life into it?  

So, yes, you could not possibly solve for the name of the Beast 666 and not 
know the name of God. Wholly impossible.  

 
Pause:  
Okay, Gracie, what do you think of that essay?  
Gracie: You’re an idiot George, a simple minded idiot. Do you imagine that 

a fool chooses to be a fool? That a fool actually knows any better?  
George: No, sorry dear.  
Gracie: Yes George, you cannot get out of work that way, stop being lazy, it 

is written, you are condemned for all eternity to teach until everyone learns.  
George: Well, how is the coffee coming along? The pot done yet?  
Gracie: Get yourself another cup, George. I imagine you will need more 

than one pot to fix that essay. For example, did you even intimate to the reader 
that they are to read it in the first person?  

George: Sorry, I forgot.  
Gracie: Alzheimer, George, Alzheimer. You have to teach them to read it 

twice, one in the third person and then again in the first person.  
George: Well, I keep forgetting how stupid they are!  
Gracie: But you never seem to forget how stupid you are! Pride and 

arrogance got you this job George, how can you forget that? Read it again, this 
time in unity.  
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